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EARLY  SUNSET. 


"  Her  sun  is  gone  doivn  ivhile  it  toas  yet  day." — Jeremiah  xv:9. 

" 'Tis   a  blessing   to   live  but  a  greater  to   die: 
And  the  best  of  the  world  is   its   path  to  the  sky." 

Whatever  land  we  visit,  there  are  the  memorials  of  death. 
We  sail  over  storm-swept  seas  and  beneath  us  are  the  silent 
dead.  Nature  typifies  this  universal  fact  in  many  ways — the 
fading  flower,  the  withering  grass,  the  falling  leaf,  the  setting 
sun.  Some  pass  away  amid  the  solemn  shades  of  eventide, 
some  in  the  meridian  of  life,  some  in  the  bright  morning  hours 
and  some  in  the  quiet  gray  dawn.  "Her  sun  is  gone  down 
while  it  was  yet  da}'."  The  words  seem  especially  applicable  to  a 
useful  Christian  life  cut  short  by  death  in  the  midst  of  its  years. 
"She  is  gone!  no  longer  shrinking  from  the  winter  wind,  or 
lifting  her  calm  pure  forehead  to  the  summer's  kiss ;  no  longer 
gazing  into  a  far-off  sky ;  no  longer  yearning  with  a  hoi}'  heart 
for  heaven ;  no  longer  toiling  painfull}'  along  the  path,  upward 
and  upward  to  the  everlasting  Rock  on  which  are  based  the 
walls  of  the  city  of  the  Most  High ;  no  longer  here ;  she  is 
there,  gazing,  seeing,  knowing,  loving  as  the  blessed  only  see 
and  know  and  love.  Earth  has  one  angel  less  and  heaven 
one  more  since  the  hour  she  left  us.  Already  kneeling  at  his 
throne,  she  has  received  her  welcome  and  rests  near  the  Saviour's 
heart.  If  human  love  have  power  to  penetrate  the  veil,  then 
there  are  yet  living  here  a  few  who  have  the  blessedness  of 
knowing  that  a  ransomed,  glorified  soul  loves  them."  — (Haw- 
thorne) .  We  would  take  the  text  as  an  appropriate  description 
of  the   ending   of  a   young   Christian  life. 


Our   theme   is    "Early     Sunset." 

I.  Her  life  was  as  the  sun  in  its  shining.  Many  a  young 
Christian  has  been  worth}*  of  this  commendation.  You  and  1 
have  known  such.  Their  lives  were  radiant  with  faith  and  joy, 
inward  peace  was  written  on  their  brows  in  shining  characters. 
Implicit  trust  in  a  living  Saviour  was  prominent  in  their  Christ- 
ian experience.  From  their  souls  radiated  Christian  power  that 
made  its  mark  on  the  church  and  community.  It  was  them  joy 
to  spend  life  in  diffusing  blessings  on  the  world.  To  many 
their  ray  of  light  seemed  feeble  and  worthless,  but  Christian 
life  is  to  be  judged  by  the  divine  standard,  judged  by  its 
quality,  not  by  its  quantity.  Unwearied  as  the  sun  in  its  round 
of  benedictions  for  lost  man,  so  the  earnest  young  Christian  is 
ever  busy  in  the  Master's  service.  And  such  a  life  brings 
love  and  hope  and  joy  to  other  souls.  Unselfish  consecration 
is  a  centre  from  which  radiate  grand  blessings  to  an  ever- 
widening  circle  of  friends.  The  monarch  of  day  has  been  a 
generous  giver  for  many  thousand  years.  In  a  grander  and 
larger  sense  the  Christian  soul  by  its  warmth  sends  light  and 
hope  to  other  hearts.  In  its  very  nature,  Christianity  is  gen- 
erous, and  the  soul  in  organic  union  with  Christ  will  be  Christ- 
ianly  beneficent.  It  is  the  liberal  giver  whom  God  will  bless. 
She  was  our  sun.  In  the  horizon  of  home,  of  the  church,  of 
Christian  friendship,  her  character  was  a  power  for  good,  per- 
haps not  demonstrative  in  acts  of  service  that  the  world  would 
commend,  but  gentle  and  loving  and  earnest  in  the  sphere 
which  God  had  given  her — an  illuminated  life.  All  our  excell- 
ences, all  our  powers  of  usefulness  are  His  gift.  We  are  His 
workmanship    and  it   is    God   who   gives    all    grace    and    glory. 

II.  The  sun  goes  down  by  divine  appointment.  God  makes 
the  nighl  and  the  day.  In  his  hands  are  the  issues  of  life. 
"He  killeth  and  He  thaketh  alive."  The  messenger  Death 
never  enters  a  household  without  divine  appointment.  In  set- 
ting the  sun  obeys  the  law  of  existence  stamped  <>n  it  from 
creation.  "The  sun  knoweth  Ins  going  down."  Death  is  a 
law  of  the  divine  economy.  It  is  as  natural  for  the  body  to 
die  as  for  the  sun  to  set.  The  eternal  King  is  supreme  and 
absolute  in  Nature,  in  Providence,  in  Grace.  We  come  into  life 
at  the    bidding  of  God,    we   go   hence    always    a1     his    summons. 


He  is  not  only  a  sovereign  endowed  with  infinite  power  but 
also  crowned  with  infinite  wisdom.  Whatever  He  does  is 
right!  Man  goes  hence  at  the  precise  moment  in  God's  great 
plan  when  it  is  best  that  he  should  go.  ■  And  when  the  sorrow 
comes  to  our  homes,  to  our  hearts,  we  know  that  God,  from 
all  eternity,  foreknew  and  prearranged  all  things  so  that  this 
hour  should  yield  this  very'  fruit.  You  and  I  and  ours  are 
parts  of  God's  great  plan  of  redemption.  The  changes  that 
to  us  are  full  of  sadness  bring  no  pain  to  God's  great  heart, 
for  they  are  so  many  fulfilments  of  his  own  eternal  plan  for 
ruined   man. 

"As    a   cloud  of  the  sunset,   slow  melting  in  heaven, 
As   a  star  that  is  lost  when  the  daylight  is  given, 
As   a  glad  dream  of  slumber    which   wakens   in    bliss, 
She  hath  passed  to  the  world  of  the  holy  from  this." 

(Whittier). 

III.  The  sun  often  sets  in  splendor.  Clouds,  pencilled  with 
gorgeous  colors  by  the  hand  of  God,  enrobe  the  firmament  with 
glory.  PeacefnUy  the  king  of  day  sinks  from  our  vision,  the 
da3T's  work  grandly  and  thoroughly  done,  leaving  behind  a  last- 
ing record  of  beneficence  on  the  face  of  nature.  No  monarch 
of  earth  is  heralded  at  his  coming  with  such  sublime  manifes- 
tations, none  at  his  departure  is  ushered  from  our  presence 
with  such  grandeur  and  glory.  Yet  all  this  splendor,  all  this 
divine  handiwork  is  in  silence.  No  blare  of  trumpets,  no  loud 
cannon's  voice  proclaims  the  grandest  vision  of  beaut}'  that  ever 
greets  the  eye  of  man.  And  so  have  I  seen  the  Christian 
leave  the  presence  of  loved  ones,  the  hour  of  departure  crowned 
with  the  benedictions  of  God,  the  unfettered  soul  marshalled  bj* 
angelic  messengers  and  borne  upward  to  a  home  in  glory  in 
the  presence  of  Jesus  Christ.  We  heard  no  loud-voiced  herald, 
the  step  of  God's  angel  was  silent  as  the  dawn  of  day,  but  no 
kingly  head  of  earth  ever  wore  such  a  crown,  no  royal  form 
ever  received  from  men  such  a  robe  of  magnificence.  Peaceful 
as  the  setting  sun  was  her  departure,  crowned  with  the  beauty 
of  the  Lord  our  God.  Earth  has  no  language  to  describe  the 
glories  of  that  hour.  In  our  anguish  we  look  back  on  the  shadows 
of  life,  on  the  darkness  and  pain  of  our  own  souls.  We  think 
too  little  of  the  exceeding  and  eternal  weight  of  glory  to  which 
our     departed     have     been     received.        Our     love     is    too     much 


restricted  to  the  tabernacle  that  held  the  departed  soul ;  we 
are  tempted  to  think  more  of  the  grave  in  which  the  dust  is 
laid  than  of  the  heaven  to  which  our  dear  one  has  gone.  The 
monarch  of  day  is  a  grand  illustration  of  divine  power  and 
divine  beneficence.  But  the  kingly  soul,  the  loyal  Christian 
soul  is  honored  with  far  richer  glories  than  any  mere  matter. 
It  is  the  fitting  sequel  of  a  holy  life  that  God  should  give  the 
ransomed  spirit  especial  tokens  of  his  love.  And  none  but 
Christ  ever  received  such  kingly  honors  from  God's  hand  as 
the  soul  released  from  earth  and  brought  by  angelic  ministers 
into   the    divine  presence. 

"Calm  on  the  bosom   of   thy   God 

Fair  Spirit,  rest  thee  now, 
E'en   while  with   ours   thy  footsteps   trod 

His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 
Dust   to   its   narrow   house  beneath ! 

Soul,  to  its  place  on  high ! 
They  that   have   seen  thy  look   in   death 

No   more  may   fear  to   die." — (Hemans.) 

IV.  The  sun  goes  down  for  the  benefit  of  man.  In  the 
darkness  man  may  recruit  his  wearied  energies.  Life's  busy 
wheels  need  this  season  of  relaxation.  By  our  reception  of 
darkness  other  nations  have  sunlight  and  sunheat.  If  there 
were  no  sunsets,  the  race  of  man  would  soon  be  overworked, 
and  the  majority  of  men  would  end  their  days  in  an  insane 
asylum.  And  so  God  intends  the  mystery  of  death  for  the 
good  of  man.  While  it  is  our  heritage  through  .sin's  dread 
presence,  God  has  wrapped  up  in  it  blessings  for  weary  man. 
How  many  a  heart  has  gained  strength  and  peace  and  Christian 
faith  in  the  presence  of  the  dead !  The  father  has  found 
Christ  by  the  coffin  of  his  dead  child,  the  child  has  wept  tears 
of  penitence  by  the  grave  of  loved  parents.  Many  a  soul 
will  he  round  in  heaven,  brought  there  by  the  hot  tears  of 
bereavement.      We     are    tempted    to    worldliness,    to    selfishness, 

and     prosperity     inclines     men    more    and     more     in    that    direction. 

God  would  have  his  children  pure,  their  souls  refined  from  the 
dross  of  sin.  And  so  he  puis  them  in  the  furnace,  not  to 
destroy  but  to  beautify  mid  ennoble.  Besides,  we  are  fco 
remember   that    God    has   planned    the   outline   and    the   details   of 

every     life.        No    soul    goes    hence     into    eteiiiily     till    summoned    by 


the  voice  of  the  sovereign  whose  we  are  and  for  whom  we 
should  live.  Our  plans,  our  wishes,  our  hopes  are  unfinished 
in  the  separation  from  our  beloved.  Not  so  with  God's  plans. 
Each  one  of  His  children  fills  out  his  appointed  service.  And 
they  are  called  hence  at  .  the  very  moment  when  God  wants 
them  in  His  own  presence.  It  is  for  our  good  that  the  pain 
is  given,  it  is  for  the  glory  of  the  un fettered  soul  that  the 
release   is   given. 

V.  The  sun  often  goes  down  too  soon  for  us.  The  hours 
have  sped  swiftly  and  our  work  is  unfinished.  Many  a  one 
has  felt  this  when  the  messenger  of  Death  came  for  his  soul. 
The  words  of  the  psalmist  have  often  been  the  experience  of 
others.  "  Spare  me  that  I  may  recover  strength  before  I  go 
hence  to  be  no  more."  Hezekiah  asked  for  life  and  God  added 
ten  3'ears  to  his  time  on  earth.  In  spite  of  all  the  sorrows 
and  sins  and  darkness  of  life,  its  toils  and  pains,  we  cling  to 
it  with  a  loving  fondness.  Even  Moses  wished  to  live  lon- 
ger that  he  might  enter  the  promised  land.  If  God  had  reveal- 
ed to  us  the  full  glories  of  the  heavenly  world,  I  fear  we 
should  have  been  more  eager  to  go  hence  than  to  live  here 
and  work  for  Christ.  I  have  said  that  the  sun  often  goes  down 
too  soon  for  us.  We  never  see  the  hour  when  we  would 
not  have  our  loved  ones  stay  with  us  yet  a  little  longer. 
Whenever  the  separation  hour  comes,  we  feel  that  we  should 
have  liked  its  postponement.  Our  text  speaks  of  the  sun  going 
down  while  it  was  yet  day.  We  have  stood  in  the  presence 
of  such  scenes.  We  have  seen  those  who  were  young  and 
fair  and  beloved  go  out  from  our  homes,  not  from  our  hearts. 
And  the  world  in  its  thoughtlessness  calls  such  an  event  an 
untimely  death.  Not  so,  mourning  heart,  not  so !  She  left  us 
in  the  beaut}*  of  early  life,  she  left  us  when  there  seemed 
before  her  a  long  life  of  Christian  service.  In  the  midst  of 
her  daj'S  the  summons  came,  "  The  Master  is  come  and  calleth 
for  thee."  It  was  with  loyal  heart  that  she  heard  the  voice 
of  Jesus.  In  our  ignorance  and  blindness  we  sometimes  call 
these  things  unnatural.  They  prompt  us  to  ask  questions  which 
find  no  solution  in  this  life.  We  would  pierce  the  veil  and 
see  the  why  and  wherefore,  but  "  it  doth  not  yet  appear  what 
we   shall   be."      This    much    we    do    know,     that    the    hand    and 


heart  of  God  make  no  mistakes.  This  sorrow  is  an  interposi- 
tion of  God's  all-wise  Providence,  the  cloud  that  to  us  seems 
dark   is   fringed   with   the   gold   of  mercy. 

"  Change  is   of  life   a  part.      Its   power 

As   a  shadow,   marks   each  passing  hour. 

It  silvers   the  wave  with  sparkling  light, 

With   rainbow  beauty  intensely    bright. 

In  the   clouds   and  tempests  that  roll  on   high 

It  reigns   in  gorgeous   revelry. 

Change  is   of  life   a  part.      Its   spell 
Has   thrilled  the  hero  heart   as   a  knell ; 
Clouding   his   hopes  in  their  hour  of   pride 
Till  his   haughty   spirit  within  him  died; 
It   came   where  earthly  triumph  had  beeu, 
Shading  with   sadness   the  gorgeous    scene. 

Change  is   of  life  a  part.      The  flow 

Of  time  reveals  its   power  below; 

In  memory's   visions   as   on   they  sweep, 

Breathing   a  truth  sacred  and  deep, 

That   in  heaven   alone  change  cannot  be 

Where   the   sunlight   of  bliss   shines   eternally." 

VI.  The  sun  sets  to  rise  again.  Only  a  brief  interval, 
and  again  the  heavens  are  robed  in  majesty  and  beauty.  The 
sun  sets  to  rise  again.  And  so  with  our  departed.  Not  in 
an  eternal  sleep  arc  those  who  have  gone  from  us.  As  the 
sun  fades  from  our  vision  but  never  for  a  single  moment  is 
darkened  or  its  light  extinguished,  so  our  beloved  cease  not 
for  a  moment  to  live,  though  they  have  left  our  homes  The 
sun  has  shone  undimmed  for  many  thousand  years.  God  may 
blot  it  from  existence  when  its  work  is  complete,  but  the  soul 
of  the  Christian  will  live  forever  amid  the  war  of  elements, 
the  crush  of  matter  and  the  wreck  of  lime.  Look  up,  0 
Christian  mourner,  and  thank  God  for  this  glorious  truth. 
These  I'aees  you  shall  again  see.  these  ransomed  ones  you  shall 
again  meet,  their  voices  will  again  greel  your  ear.  their  hands 
\<>u     will    soon    clasp    in    glory.        Is    there    not   joy    in    the   thought? 

Every  hour  brings  us  nearer  to  the  presence  of  Christ,  the 
communion  of  saints:  nearer  to  the  presence  of  our  departed. 
They    have    only     gone     before    to    welcome    us.    when   our    victorious 


feet  shall  cross  the  sacred  threshold,  when  our  "  eyes  shall 
see  the  King  in  His  beauty."  Does  not  this  thought 
bring  rest  to  our  souls?  Life  is  not  a  blunder,  death  is  not 
a  dark,  gloomy  catastrophe.  "  Sudden  death  for  the  Christian 
is  sudden .  blessedness.  "Blessed  are  the  dead  which  die  in 
the  Lord."  The  soul  that  Jesus  has  robed  with  the  white 
garments  of  holiness,  beloved  and  beneficent  on  earth,  does  not 
cease  its  ministry  for  Christ  at  death.  The  divorce  of  body 
and  soul  breaks  not  at  all  the  continuity  of  the  Christian  life. 
Our  beloved  is  hidden  from  us,  but  not  from  God  and  the 
angels.  She  has  risen  again  in  a  grander  sphere  and  shines 
to-day  in  the  light  of  God.  "Jesus  said  unto  her,  I  am  the 
resurrection  and  the  life ;  he  that  belie veth  in  me,  though  he 
were  dead,  yet  shall  he  live.  And  whosoever  liveth  and 
believeth  in  me  shall  never  die.  Belie  vest  thou  this?"  What 
a  glorious  Saviour,  is  ours!  How  his  words  come  home  to 
the  inmost  shrine  of  the  soul  in  the  hour  when  human  words 
seem  weak  as  an  infant's  touch !  How  many  a  bleeding  heart 
he  has  bound  up,  how  many  an  aching  head  has  he  pillowed 
on  his  breast !  And  to-day  we  bring  our  bleeding,  weary 
hearts  to  Christ,  and  he  is  our  good  Samaritan,  caring  for 
us    at   his    own    charges. 

REMARKS. 

(1).  The  hour  of  bereavement  leads  the  Christian  soul  from 
self  up  to  God.  Unclouded  sunshine  is  not  a  permanent  fact 
iu  nature.  Clouds  and  darkness  and  storms  cover  the  face  of 
the  silent  firmament.  But  these  do  not  blot  out  the  sun,  these 
do  not  enshroud  in  gloom  the  glorious  stars  of  God.  They 
only  draw  a  veil  between  them  and  our  mortal  vision.  Year 
by  year  and  centniy  by  century  the  worlds  of  light  shine  on. 
Pain  and  sorrow  visit  our  hearts ;  the  keen  lance  probes  deep 
the  soul  and  we  cry  out  that  "  all  thy  waves  and  thy  billows 
are  gone  over  us."  Then  the  cry  of  anguish  meets  the  ear 
of  the  Father,  and  a  ray  of  divine  love,  warm  from  his  throb- 
bing heart,  cleaves  a  path  of  glory  from  his  presence  to  your 
lonely  heart.  With  grand  beneficence  it  speaks  to  your  soul. 
Earth  with  its  frivolities  and  sins  loses  its  hold  on  your  heart. 
Heaven  to  you  seems  a  near  reality.  Your  relations  to  God 
and   his   kingdom   flash    across   your   horizon,    vivid   as  the    revel- 
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atiou  by  mysterious  lightning  in  the  midnight  storm.  Communion 
with  God  has  a  new  aucl  more  precious  significance.  The 
Bible  unfolds  to  your  ,  soul  new  and  wondrous  meanings.  The 
words  "strangers  and  pilgrims"  receive  an  emphasis  by  your 
experience  of  sorrow  that  no  other  path  of  life  would  reveal. 
It  is  an  hour  of  benedictions  from  the  heart  of  God.  Will  not 
the  Christian  bless  God  for  the  lessons  of  sorrow,  though  the}" 
are  written  on  a  heart  crushed  and  bleeding?  Is  there  not 
something  else  to  live  for  besides  this  brief,  transient  life  here? 
The  bruised  spices  jfield  the  richest  aroma ;  some  of  the  sweet- 
est Christian  graces  have  been  developed  in  the  dark  furnace 
of  affliction.  The  thought  of  another  loved  one  with  Christ 
will  strengthen  your  love  for  that  Saviour,  will  increase  your 
love  for  the  home  beyond  and  wean  your  soul  from  the  unfixed 
and  fading  things  of  earth.  An  earnest  presentation  of  these 
truths  should  make  us  more  Christ-like.  The  heart's  natural 
tendency  is  earthward.  We  dislike  to  speak  of  leaving  the 
the  world,  as  if  here  was  all  the  joy  and  all  the  peace  of 
life.  But  I  cannot  think  otherwise  than  Christ  did,  "who, 
for  the  joy  that  was  set  before  him,  endured  the  cross,"  and 
Paul's  words,  "our  light  affliction  which  is  but  for  a  moment" 
contrasted  with  "  a  far  more  exceeding  and  eternal,  weight  of 
glory." 

(2).  The  hour  of  sorroiv  brings  us  into  living  sympathy 
with  all  the  world.  Through  sin  came  death  and  suffering  for 
man.  They  are  the  universal  heritage  of  the  race.  Tears 
fall  from  every  eye,  anguish  pierces  every  heart.  linked  with 
transgression  is  this  dread  mystery  of  death.  At  sorrow's  touch, 
heads  have  bowed  and  hearts  have  bled  in  every  age  and  in  every 
land.  The  tears  of  Adam  and  Eve  in  the  presence  of  their 
murdered  son  have  been  the  representatives  of  an  experience 
universal  through  six  thousand  years  of  time.  You  and  1  pass 
through  the  same  ordeal.  There  is  no  halm  for  the  bleeding 
heart  like  the  Love  of  God.  Yet  in  the  hour  of  darkness  the 
band  reaches  out  for  human  sympathy.  Then  no  voice,  no 
beart  speaks  to  the  sufferer  through  earthly  lips  with  such 
power  and  peace  us  the  soul  thai  bas  trodden  the  same  path 
and  drank  from  the  same  hitter  cup.  In  our  own  suffering  we 
have   developed    a    richer   and   truer  sympathy  lor  others,  anguish. 
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An  old  divine  says:  "It  should  be  among  Christians  as  among 
lute-strings,  when  one  is  touched  the  others  tremble.  Believers 
should  be  neither  proud  flesh  nor  dead  flesh.  Though  Jeremiah 
wrote  of  the  Jews'  desolation,  he  named  them  Jeremiah's 
Lamentations." 

"No  radiant  pearl  that  crested  fortune  wears, 
No  gem  that  twinkling  hangs  from  beauty's  ears, 
Not  the  bright   stars   which  night's   blue  arch  adorn, 
Nor  rising  sun  that  gilds   the  vernal  morn, 
Shine  with  such  lustre   as   the  tear  that  flows 
Down  Virtue's   manly  cheek  for  others'  woes." 

(3).  Finally,  Let  us  like  the  sun,  fulfil  thoroughly  and  loyally 
our  earthly  mission.  Be  it  ours  to  move  through  the  brief  day 
of  life  in  harmony  with  God's  will.  Be  it  ours  to  ennoble  and 
beautify  the  world  by  the  exhibition  of  an  earnest,  living,  con- 
sistent Christian  life.  Then  Death  will  be  for  us  only  a  divine 
messenger  to  bid  us  home  to  God  and  heaven.  Our  path  will 
be  as  the  shining  light,  shining  more  and  more  unto  the  per- 
fect day.  Living  thus,  your  departure  will  be  a  triumph, 
your  absence  from  earth  will  be  fragrant  with  precious  memories, 
your  stewardship  here  will  have  been  a  success,  your  joy 
beyond  unclouded  by  recollections  of  unfaithfulness.  God  cul- 
tivates many  flowers  seemingly  only  for  their  exquisite  beauty 
and  fragrance.  For,  when  bathed  in  soft  sunshine  they  have 
burst  into  blossom,  then  the  divine  hand  gathers  them  from 
the  earthly  fields  to  be  kept  in  crystal  vases  above.  Some  die 
in  the  bud,  some  in  the  fuller  blossom,  but  never  too  early  to 
make    heaven    fairer    and     sweeter    with    their    immortal    bloom. 

"You  have  lost  a  child?  Nay,  she  is  not  lost  to  you  who  is 
found  in  Christ,  she  is  not  sent  away  but  only  sent  before, 
like  a  star,  which  going  out  of  sight,  does  not  perish  but  shines 
brightly  in  another  hemisphere."  By  the  cold  face  of  your 
dead,  before  those  silent  lips  and  those  closed  eye-licls,  now 
radiant  with  the  glorious  sunlight  of  heaven,  here  I  seem  to 
hear  a  voice  from  the  word  of  God,  "  Be  thou  faithful  unto 
death,  and  I  will  give  thee  a  crown  of  life."  Of  the  one  for 
whom  you  mourn  I  know  not  more  fitting  words  to  say  than 
these  : 
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"  Gone  in  her  strong   and  noble  youth, 

Out   of    our  world  which  has   need  of  such, 

Eager  for   action,    athirst  for  truth, 
Hoping  to  learn   and   do   so  much ! 

Out   of  the   struggle,   the  brave   endeavor, 

The   careful  girding  for    coming  strife, 
Gone  to   the   calm    of  the  grand  forever, 

Gone  to   the  tests   of  the    unknown  life. 

What   career,    O  Father  of   Spirits, 

Opens   for  her  in  the  unseen  spheres? 
What   is   the  life  which  the  soul   inherits 

Which  had  but   begun   its   earthly  years? 

Labor  and   pain   and   education, 

Hopes   and  fears   and   conquest   of  sins, 
And   the  solemn   sense  of   Thy  great   salvation 

Brought   her  where  earnest  life  begins. 

And,  just   as   we  looked   for  great   achievement, 
Hoping   much  from  her  strength   and  worth, 

Came   a  blank  —  a  sudden  bereavement, 
God  had  taken  her  from  the   earth. 

We  look  to   see  in  the  heavenly  land 

Great   deeds   by  that  young  spirit   wrought, 

A  nobler  career  than  our  hopes   had  planned, 
A   wider  range  of   life  and  thought. 

Oh,   to  follow   the   soul's   grand  story 

In   the   city  unclouded   by   sorrow   or  sin, 
From   strength   to   strength,   from  glory   to  glory! 

Thanks  for  her  who  has  entered  in." — (Mary  E.  Atkinson). 


